GENESIS, AND THE SEARCH 


Heli FOR EVE 


April21 When we leave in the evening, Fellini stops in the 
middle of the courtyard where the cars are parked and calls, “Who’s coming 
with me?” Or, if he has left his car at home, he will ask, “Who’s got a car?” 

Yesterday it was my turn to drive him home. The traffic was moving 
Slowly along the Lungotevere and my little FIAT was compressed between 
two opposing lines of cars, constantly imperiled by their lightning maneu- 
vers to get out of the bottleneck. There was a long silence during which 
my passenger gauged our chances of survival. Then, with a heavy sigh, 
he said, as if to himself: 

“I'm not used to being in this position with a film. My work has always 
been a wonderful children’s game for me. I enjoyed shooting in the street, 
in the middle of all the confusion, surrounded by kibitzers. See?” He 
gestured toward the movement and noise beyond the car windows. 

“But I’ve always made extroverted films—even La Strada was in that 
class,” he continued. “This time it’s much different. I can’t explain it. ... 
Have you noticed that all the backgrounds are artificial? This film can’t 
be shot in the middle of the street. I feel that for once I have to have 
silence. . . . I’m going to have to concentrate, it’s going to be awful. . . .” 

“But what’s the film about?” I asked, in my most casual voice. “What 
are you trying to do?” 

“Nothing,” The tone was weary, as if he were making excuses for the 
dullest of activities. “A film in which parts of the past and imaginary 
events are superimposed upon the present. I just want to take a precise 
moment in a man’s life—a day, an hour, a unique moment, in a word— 
and show how it is lived on three different levels. . . . A man goes to 
take acureataspa. .. .” 

“Taking the cure yourself at Chianciano gave you the idea, didn’t it?” 
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